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BRIEF MENTION. 451 

Er sass im Schauspiel, vom Gesang beweget, 
Und hatte, der ermfidet war, die Wangen 
Auf seines Lieblings schones Knie geleget: 
Als nun der Chore Melodien verklangen, 
Will wecken ihn, der ihn so sanft geheget, 
Doch zu den Gottern war er heimgegangen. 

The Death of Pindab 

When I depart on God's appointed day, 
Quick and unconscious passage be my lot, 
Like stars' that quit the sky and tarry not, 
Unlike the comet's train which fades away. 

Such was the end of Pindaros, they say: 
The theatre at Argos holds the spot 
Where, heedless of the play's soul-stirring plot, 
The weary bard in peaceful slumber lay, 

A perfect image of serene repose, 

His grey head resting on his favourite's knee; 

His sleep grew deeper as the play went on; 

The play was o'er, the audience rustling rose, 
The boy essayed to wake him tenderly, — 
In vain, for Pindar to the gods was gone. 



ANNOUNCEMENT 



After forty years of service, service curtailed since 1916 by 
impaired health and of late by impaired vision, the Senior 
Editor of the American Journal of Philology feels himself con- 
strained, in the interests of the Journal itself, to relinquish even 
the semblance of editorial work. The recent management of 
the publication, which has been almost wholly in the hands of 
my friend and colleague, Professor Miller, is an ample guar- 
antee for the future of the Journal, which will continue to bear 
evidence of his sound judgment, exemplary accuracy, and unre- 
mitting devotion. At the close of the twenty-fifth volume, I 
gave in retrospect a history of the Journal to which so much 
of my life has been dedicated. The last fifteen years have 
added little that is characteristic to the record. The privilege 
of dying in harness has been denied me, and henceforth I must 
surrender to the claims of the too long neglected claims of the 
contemplative life. Eachel must have her rights. 



